
%4 pie a f ant (fomedy y of 

Mif.PalNhy your husband woman is coming. 
With halfe Windfor at his heeles, 

T o looke for a gentleman, th at he faics 
Is hid in this houfe : his wifes fweet-heare. 

Mif.For.Spcake louder.But I hope tis not true Mi* 
ftris Page. 

Mif.Pa,T\s too true woman.Therefbre ifyouhaue 
any heete,away with him.or y’are vndone for cuer. 

Mi.For. Alafte Miftris Page ,what (hall I do ? 
Hecres a gentleman my Friend, how fhall I do ? 

Mif.Page. Gods body woman, do not ftand what 
fhallIdo,andwhat(hallIdo. Better any fhift, rather 
then you fhamed. Looke here.heere's a Buck-basket, 
if he be a man of any reafonable fize,hee’l in heere. 
Mif.For. Alaflc,I feare he is to big. 

Fal. Let me fee,let me fee, lie in,Ile in, 

Follow your friends counfell. 

Mif.Page. Fie fir Iohn, is this your loue ? Go too. 
Fail loue thee,and none but thee : 

Hclpc me to conuey me hence. 

He neuer come heere more. 

Sir John goes into the Basket, they put cloathes ouer him , 
the two men carries it away : Foord meetes it, and aU the 
refi. Page, Doff or, Priefi , S lender , Shallow. 

Ford.Cowc pray along, you fhall fee all. 

How now who goes heere ? Whither goes this ? 
Whither goes it ? fet it downe, 

Mif.Ford. Now let it go,you had beft meddle with 
buck-waihing. 

Foord. 


the merry Wines of Windfor , 

fW.B tick, good bucke, pray come along, 

Matter Page, take my keyes : helpe to learch. 

- Good Sir Hugh pray come along,hclpe a little, 

A little, ile (hew you all. 

Sir Hu. By Iefhu thefe are iealoufies & diftempers. 

Exitomnes. 

MifiPageUzxs in a pittifull taking. 

Mif.Foordl wonder what he thought 
When my husband bad them fet downe the basket. 

Mif:PageMax\$ him diihoneft flaue,we cannot vfe 
Him bad enough. This is excellent for your 
Husbands iealoofie. 

MifxFor. Alas poore foule,it gricues me at the hart. 
But this will be a mcanes to make him ceafe 
His iealous fits,if Falfiaffes loue increafe. 

; M: Page. Nay we will fend to FalJtajfe once againe, 
Tis great pitt’y we fhould Ieauc him fo : 

What,wiues may be merry ,and yet honeft too. 

M:For. Shall we be condemnd becaule we laugh? 
Tis old, but true ; ftill fowes eatc all the draffe. 

Enter all. 

M:Pa,\{etc comes your husband, ftand afide. 

For. I can linde no body within,it may be he lyed. 
Mif.Page. Did you heare that ? 

Mif For d.\,\, peace. ' 

For .Well, ile not let it go fo,yet ile try further. 

Sir Hu. Byleftiuiftherebeanybodyinthekitchin . 
■Or the CubertSjOr the Prefle,or the Buttery, 

I am an arrant lew :Now God pleife me*. 

You lerue me well ,do you not ? 

Page. Fie M.Ford, you are too blame. 
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